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little j^ong 

FELL ASLEEP IN JESUS, 

May ist, 1879, 
^grttZ 10 Years and 8 Months, 



" They said she died — it seemed to me 
That, after hours of pain and strife, 
She slept at evening peacefully, 
And woke to everlasting life." 



" Jesus Christ . . . hath abolished death." 



A 



Wtfifi little ISoofe 

IS 
AFFECTIONATELY DEDICATED TO THE JUNIOR MEMBERS OF 

THE BKUEY BKANCH 

WITH THE EARNEST PRATERS OF THE WRITER, 
IN LOVING MEMORY OF 

FRANCES RIDLEY HAVERGAI, 

FOUNDER OF THE BRUEY BRANCH, 

AND 

LITTLE NONY, 

WHO WAS THE FIRST MEMBER OF IT. 



" Be not slothful, but followers of them who, through faith and patience, 

inherit the promises." 

" Surely I come quickly." 

" Occupy till I come." 



PREFACE. 



-♦♦- 



In the desk of my dear sister Frances, she 
left a paper, "Work for 1879, if the Lord 
will." But His will for her was " Kest," not 
"Work." 

I know it was my sister's intention to 
write a memoir of Little Nony, whom she 
knew and loved. The pleasant incident of 
Nony's willingness to become the first col- 
lector in the Bruey Branch of the Irish 
Society associates their names as fellow- 
workers. My sister's loving sympathy fol- 
lowed her all through those sufferings, which 
were the prelude to her glorious rest. The 
joy with which she rejoiced for her in her 
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abundant entrance shall be given in her own 
words : — 

" The Mumbles, May 5, 1879. 

"Dearest Mrs. H , . . . Thank God for 

Nony ! and thank God that you are Me to thank 
Him! I never read anything sweeter than her 
welcome to h^r Lord's coming for her. ... I have 
ventured to keep a copy of your beautiful letter 

to Miss B . Would you let me make use of 

part of it in my next circular ? I should so like to 
tell my dear little collectors about her whose name 
will be highest on the list in next report. I feel it 
such a privilege to have been permitted to number 
this little saint of God among. my band of collectors. 
One from the seniors (E. E. N.) and one from the 
juniors are ' safe home ' now, and both such 
abundant entrances. How beautiful Nony is now ! 
— Yours, in most loving sympathy, F. E. H." 

" May 14. 

"Could I possibly have 100 of those most 
exquisite memorials of dqar Nony? If you did 
not mind kindly allowing me to send one to each 
of my other dear collectors, I would give anything 
to have them, for I think they must be a real 
blessing, and I never saw anything more beautiful 
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or more likely, under God's blessing, to touch little 
hearts. — Yours lovingly, F, R H." 

11 May 19-20, 1879. 

"I should very much like to compile a little 
memoir of dear Nony, and could feel that it was 
real work for God to do so, for it might be blessed 
to many. But it would be necessary, if I do it at 
all, to come, and spend a few days with you, as 
you kindly suggest, and hear all you can tell me, 
and so select material. ... I am very glad I may 
have the cards. When ready will you kindly have 
them sent to Dublin, as I shall probably be in 
Ireland ere they arrive ? 

" P.S. — May 20. — On further consideration and 
prayer, I see that I cannot do this little work till 
after Christmas, at least not unless the autumn 
shapes itself quite differently from what God is at 
present indicating. After Christmas I should, in 
all probability, be free to decide on fresh work, and 
would then try to do my best. . . . But I think 
you would not like to postpone it so long, so decide 
just as you feel. — Very much love, F. B. H." 

This letter was one of the very last my 
sister Francis wrote. It seemed as if dear 
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Nony entered the golden gates in time to 
welcome her. 

May this little book prove the loving 
Shepherd's call to every reader, showing His 
faithfulness, and that in the deepest suffering 
He carries the lambs in His bosom. How 
safe to be within His fold; ever following 
Him as Nony did ! 

"MARIA V. G. HAVERGAL. 

" Oakhampton, Stourport, 
February 1880." 



" He who has loved me, 
He whom I long to see, 
Calls me away ; 
I must not stay. 

" Angels bright 
Robed in light, 
In that happy home, 

Singing wait 

At the gate 
Till He bids me come. 

Soon, soon I shall see 
Him who has died for me ; 

Praising Him too, 

Waiting for you ! " 

F. R. Havergal. 
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" Lord, look upon a little child, 
By nature sinful, rude, and wild ; 
Oh ! put Thy gracious hands on me, 
And make me all 1 ought to he. 

" Make me Thy child, a child of God, 
Washed in my Saviour's precious hlood ; 
And my whole heart from sin set free, 
A little vessel full of Thee. 

" A star of early dawn, and "bright, 
Shining within Thy sacred light ; 
A beam of light to all around, 
A little spot of hallowed ground. 

" Dear Jesus, take me to Thy breast, 
And bless me that I may be blest ; 
Both when I wake and when I sleep, 
Thy little lamb in safety keep." 



CHAPTER I. 



LIFE AT 0AKRIDGE. 



" O satisfy us early with Thy mercy, that we may rejoice 
and be glad all our days." — Psalm xc. 14. 

" When we devote our youth to God, 
'Tis pleasing in His eyes ; 
A flower when offered in the bud 
Is no mean sacrifice." 

Little Nony was born at her grandfather's 
residence in Clifton, on the 21st of August 
1868. When she was two months old we 
returned to our home at Oakridge, a lovely- 
village in Gloucestershire, situated on the 
side of the Cotswold Hills, overlooking the 
Golden Valley. 

The pretty parsonage, a perfect bower of 
honeysuckle and roses, surrounded by fir- 
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trees and cedars, was Nony's happy home 
for the first seven years of her childhood. 
Our darling early manifested a remarkable 
memory and an unusual degree of intelli- 
gence, which were specially shown in her 
anxiety to know the names of all the flowers 
she saw, particularly wild ones — in which 
from mere infancy she took a great delight. 

Many were surprised when the tiny child 
pointed out to them the primrose, violet, 
wood-anemone, scabious, and other flowers, 
mentioning them by name. From the time 
she could speak, her thoughts seemed raised 
from nature up to nature's God, and as she 
looked at the flowers with their bright and 
varied tints, she would often say, "Pretty, 
pretty flowers ! Good, kind God, to make 
the flowers, Baby does love God ! " 

At a very tender age she seemed taught 
of the Holy Spirit, and to have a clear idea 
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of the plan of Redemption. Often would 
she nestle her little head on my shoulder 
saying, "Please, tell me a story." When 
asked "What land of a story?" her usual 
answer was, "A story about dear Jesus, 
Baby likes to hear about Jesus best." She 
delighted daily in listening to the hymn : — 

" Jesus, who lived above the sky, 
Came down to be a man and die ; 
And in the Bible we may see 
How very good He used to be. 



« 



He went about, He was so kind, 
To cure poor people who were blind, 
And many who were sick and lame 
He pitied them and did the same. 



" And more than that — He told them, too, 
The things that God would have them do, 
And was so gentle and so mild, 
He would have listened to a child. 

" But what a cruel death He died — 
He was hung up and crucified ! 
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And those kind hands that did such good 
They nailed them to a cross of wood. 

" And so He died ! And this is why- 
He came to be a man and die : 
The Bible says He came from heaven, 
That we might have our sins forgiven. 

" He knew how wicked men had been, 
And knew that God must punish sin ; 
So out of pity Jesus said, 
He'd bear the punishment instead." 

The last verse was her favourite, which she 
nearly always asked to have repeated several 
times, and then would say half to herself, 
" That means instead of me." She often 
shed tears on hearing the account of her 
Saviour's sufferings. One morning I especi- 
ally remember, when she and her little 
brother came into my room for their usual 
prayer and Bible lesson; as I was reading 
the passage, "Then did they spit in His 
face, and buffeted Him, and others smote 
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Him : " she suddenly seized my arm, and 
with a look of horror exclaimed, " Oh, don't, 
don't read any more, I really cannot bear 
it ; " and laying her face on my lap, she 
sobbed bitterly. Her brother seeing her 
grief tried to comfort her, saying, "Don't 
cry so, dear Nony, you ought to be glad 
Jesus died, or we should have gone to hell ; 
you know He suffered it all to save us." 
Eaising her tearful face, Nony answered, 
" Yes, I know that, Percy, and that is just 
what makes me cry ; it seems so very dread- 
ful dear Jesus should have to suffer all that 
for me ! " 

In the winter of 1870, when two years and 
a half old, she had a most severe attack of 
croup, and suffered much not only from the 
disease itself, but from the effects of a large 
blister which was applied to her throat. 
Although so very young, she appeared per- 
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fectly to understand that the pain was sent 
by God and for her goo$. She would pray, 
" Please, Jesus, make Baby good and 
patient." On .my taking a new blanket 
into the room to put over her, she smiled 
and said, " Thank God for giving Baby such 
a nice warm blanket." 

Before she was four years old she, was 
often observed to leave the nursery, and 
remain for a while in a back room, invari- 
ably returning with a particularly bright 
and happy face. On one occasion I followed 
her unobserved, and looking in, saw our 
darling on her knees in earnest prayer. 
When she came back I asked, " What made 
you go into the back room ? " she answered, 
" Oh, I often go in there to talk to Jesus ; 
I like to talk to Him all alone, and when I 
feel getting naughty, I run quickly and 
ask Him to make me good." Some short 
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lines learned about this time seemed such a 
blessing to her throughout her brief life on 
earth, that I give them here for the benefit of 
my little readers. After our precious child 
had been taken to the Better Land, on look- 
ing over her little private papers I found she 
had written these lines out over and over 
again, no doubt at times of special tempta- 
tion, or when she had yielded to sin : — 

" I have an evil heart within, 
A heart that's always prone to sin ; 
What can a feeble infant do 
Her naughty tempers to subdue ? 

" This will I do — when first I find 
An evil thought within my mind, 
I'll go to Jesus, and I'll say, 
Lord, take the naughty thought away. 

" Does not the name of Jesus mean 
One that has power to save from sin ? 
Lord, take my naughty heart away, 
And give me a new heart, I pray." 
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A friend told me that one morning when 
Nony was in a naughty temper, and would 
not say her lesson, she happened to be 
called from the room, and on returning 
missed Nony from her place, and was just 
calling to her, when Percy pointed to one 
corner of the room where his little sister was 
kneeling, and whispered, "Oh, don't disturb 
Nony ! she is asking Jesus to make her a 
good girl and do her lessons well." In a 
minute or two the dear child came back 
with a smiling face, asked forgiveness, and 
went on happily and diligently with her 
lessons. 

From the time she was four years old she 
constantly spoke with the greatest delight 
of our Lord's second coming. This " Blessed 
Hope " seemed to occupy much of her 
thoughts and exercised a sanctifying influ- 
ence on her life and conduct — fearing to do 
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anything she would not like Him to find 
her doing at His coming. 

Their nurse one day had occasion to re- 
prove her little brother for some fault, and 
put him in punishment. Nony appeared 
much grieved, and after looking at him 
for some minutes, ran to him, and throw- 
ing her little arms round his neck, said 
with much earnestness, "Do, do, Percy, be 
quick and ask God to make you a good 
boy ; only think how dreadful if Jesus came 
now and found you naughty ; how ashamed 
you would feel, instead of being delighted to 
see Him." This loving appeal had the de- 
sired effect of restoring peace and happiness 
in the nursery. 

At her Bible lesson she one day asked 
me, "Mamma, why did Jesus say so long 
ago, ' Surely I come quickly,' and He has 
never come all this long while ?" and added^ 
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" Do you think He would come if we asked 
Him ?" She then folded her little hands 
and prayed, "Do, dear Jesus, come back 
quickly. Amen." 

From that time she always added those 
words to her prayers. And often and often 
did she express the wish, " Oh, how I do 
wish He would come soon ! " 

In the commencement of the year 1872 
she caught the whooping-cough, and had a 
long and extremely severe attack, accom- 
panied by low fever. All who saw her 
during this trying illness were astonished at 
her wonderful patience. Not only did she 
bear all the suffering and discomfort without 
a murmur, but received it as a special gift 
from a loving Fathers hand. Once after 
an unusually severe paroxysm of coughing, 
when sufficiently recovered to speak she said, 
"Oh, tha't was dreadful ! it hurt me worse than 
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ever before ! " — I said, " Yes, I know it must 
be very bad ; and tell me, darling, who you 
think sent you this terrible cough and so 
much pain ? " She appeared surprised at 
the question, and said, " I always thought it 
was Jesus/' Then, in order to try her faith 
arid hear what shd would say, I answered, 
" Yes, darling, it is Jesus sends it ; and do 
you love Him still ? " I shall never forget her 
look of mingled surprise and indignation as 
she answered, " Of course I do ; dear Jesus, 
He only sends it because He loves me and 
wants to do me good." The great and 
blessed truth that "God is love" was so 
deeply rooted in her young heart by the 
Holy Spirit, that whatever had happened I 
feel sure she would have sooner doubted her 
own existence than have doubted God's love ; 
indeed, throughout her short life the more 
she suffered the more she was assured that 
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"His banner over her was Love." How 
many might learn a lesson from the simple 
faith and perfect trust of this dear child, 
who in days of trouble or suffering often 
think and say hard things of Him who 
"loves them with an everlasting love," and 
whose loving correction is ever sent " for 
our profit, that we may be partakers of His 
holiness" (Heb. xii. 10). 

" Jesus for me hath died ; 

Thy Son Thou didst not spare, 
His pierced hands, His bleeding side, 
Thy love for me declare. 

" Here my poor heart can rest, 
My God, it cleaves to Thee ; 
Thy will is love — Thine end is blest — 
All work for good to me." 

Dear Nony early showed her love for her 
Saviour by her earnest desire that others 
should love Him also. When little more 
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than three years old she commenced collect- 
ing for the Church Missionary Society. It 
was always a special delight when she had 
earned anything herself for the missionary 
box which she shared with her little brother. 
Sometimes she would hem a handkerchief, or 
weed a flower-bed. In the blackberry season, 
they had so much a quart for the fruit 
they gathered, and all the money earned 
was faithfully and cheerfully given to the 
missionary cause. One scheme, which was 
a constant source of interest, was collecting 
envelopes and "old letter-paper, for which 
purpose a bag was kept in the nursery ; and 
little Nony helped in making several other 
bags, which were given to some of their 
friends, with the request that they would 
help in the good work. At the end of the 
year all was put together and sent to the 
paper-mill. Thus by constant, careful saving 
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a considerable sum was realised year by year 
for the missionary box — on one occasion 
amounting to more than twenty shillings ! 
The following Missionary lines Nony used to 
repeat when a very little girl, and perhaps 
some of my young readers may like to lesjtrn 
them : — 

THE MISSIONARY PENNY. 

" Would you like to be told the best use of a penny 1 
I'll tell you a use that is better than any ; 
Not on follies, or trifles, or playthings to spend it, 
But over the seas for the heathen to send it. 
Come, listen to me while I tell, if you please, 
Of some poor little children far over the seas. 

" Their skins are quite black, for our God made them 

thus, 
But He made them with bodies and feelings like us ; s 
A soul, too, that never can die has been given, — 
There is room for black children with Jesus in 

heaven. 
How sad to remember that such things as these 
Are not known to black children far over the seas ! 
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" Poor children in England are well off indeed, 
With schools every day, where they sing,, sew, and 

read ; 
Poor blacks have no Bibles or Hymn-books to read, 
Poor, poor little children, you're ill off, indeed ! 
But a penny might help to procure one with ease 
For the poor black children far over the seas. 

" Oh ! think then of this, when a penny is given, 
I can help a poor black on his way home to heaven. 
Then give it for Jems, and He will approve, 
He'll not scorn a penny when offered in love. 
And oh ! when you're praying to Him on your knees, 
Remember black children far over the seas." 



While working for the heathen abroad, 
Nony was not unmindful of the poor at 
home, but it was always a treat and pleasure 
to her to be allowed to visit the poor and 
the sick. I can yet picture her sweet, bright 
face, as she started off with her nurse on her 
errands of love, carrying her little basket 
of flowers, and sometimes an orange or cake, 
bought with her own money. One day as 
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she came to give me her usual kiss before 
going out, she asked, "Does Jesus count it 
just the same as if I gave it to Him, if I 
give this to His poor sick people ? it is so 
very nice to be able to give anything to 
Jesus I " 

She was deeply interested in a poor boy 
whom her papa had allowed to take shelter 
in our stable. At night I overheard her 
praying, "Please, God, do bless that poor 
boy, without a home. Teach him to love 
Jesus, that he may go to heaven ; and make 
him happy and comfortable in the stable." 

In the autumn of 1873, after a meeting 
for the Jews, she expressed an earnest desire 
to collect for them. Her special interest in 
them was awakened by hearing that her 
Saviour was a Jew, and that we have the 
Bible from the Jews. Having heard of 
some ladies sending a basket of work round 
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for sale in a neighbouring village, she asked 
permission to do the same. Dear child ! it 
was very little work she could do herself, 
being only five years old, but she did what 
she could, and was so delighted and thank- 
ful when any of her own work was sold. 
Many kind friends gave her gifts of work. 
The first year the contents of her basket 
realised £4, 4s., and year by year increased. 
I must not forget to mention that Nony 
never sent the basket out without prayer 
for a blessing. Oh, how fervently she would 
pray, "0 God, do, do bless the dear Jews, 
and make them love Jesus, and please let 
my money help to teach them about Him." 

It was our custom to pay an annual visit 
to her grandparents at Clifton, which was 
always looked forward to with much delight. 
On the occasion of one of these visits (I 
think in the year 1874), Mr. Spiers, so well 
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known for his earnest labours amongst the 
young, was holding a week of services for 
children in Bristol. It was a happy week, 
indeed, to little Nony, who attended all the 
services ; Mr. Spiers was struck by her 
earnest attention during his addresses, and 
her delight in the singing, and he looked 
out daily for his "little blue-hood," as he 
playfully called her. The evening before 
the last service she said to me, "I do wish 
I had something to give that dear gentle- 
man to-morrow." After naming several of 
her things, she at last settled on a large 
motto, "What would Jesus do?" and was 
much pleased when Mr. S. kissed her and 
promised to keep it in remembrance of her. 
The little papers and hymns she received 
at the meetings were ever after kept in 
her treasure-box. It was at this time, 
though not at Mr. S.'s meetings, she learnt 
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the following hymn, one of her great 
favourites : — 

" The little ones, the weak ones, 
The lambs of Jesus' care, 
Are folded in His bosom, 
And find their shelter there. 

• " The little ones, the weak ones, 
The tremblers of the flock, 
Are rooted like the oak tree, 
Are grounded on the Kock. 

" The little ones, the weak ones, 
Whom Satan loves to try, 
Are just the kind of Christians 
That Satan's arts defy. 

" The little ones, the weak ones, 
That cry " What shall we do ? " 
Are answered by Emmanuel, 
" My grace sufliceth you." 

" The little ones, the weak ones, 
Are yet the great and strong, 
Because it is to Jesus 

The small and weak belong. 
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" And knowing they are weak ones, 
And also very small, 
They trust alone in Jesus, 
And not in self at all." 

On New Year's eve 1874, the last we 
spent at Oakridge, when Nony wished me 
" good-night," she surprised me by asking, 
"Did Jesus say He was coming to-morrow?" 

On my answering " No," she said in a very 
disappointed tone, " Oh ! Percy and I quite 
thought Jesus was coming on New Year's 
Day 1" Then after a moment's thought she 
said brightly, " But you cannot be sure He 
will not come, and perhaps He may come. 
I hope He will, and then what a very, very 
happy New Year's Day it will be ! the 
happiest day we ever had ! " 

Little reader, if the cry were heard to- 
night, " Behold the Bridegroom cometh ! " 
would you be glad to meet Him ? 
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" Be ye therefore ready also, for in such an 
hour as ye think not the Son of man cometh." 

"Enquire, my soul, enquire! 

What doth the watchman say ? 
Is the one object of desire 
♦ Already on His way ? 

" What doth the watchman say, 

Whose cry the slumberer wakes ? 
The night has nearly passed away, 
And lo, the morning breaks : 

" The night is coming too ! 
A night of speechless woe ; 
But there shall be no night to you, 
To you who Jesus know. 

" Take up the watchman's word, 
Eepeat the midnight cry : 
Prepare to meet the coming Lord, 
The time is drawing nigh. 

" The hours with eager flight 
Pass on till He appear, 
That moment of unknown delight 
Will soon, will soon be here ! " 

Mary Bowly. 



^ 
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" He that is faithful in that which is least, is faithful also 
in much."— Luke xvi. 10. 

" I cannot do great things for Him, 

Who did so much for me ; 
But I would like to show my love, 

Dear Jesus, unto Thee ! 
Faithful in very little things, 

Saviour ! may I be. 

" There are small things in daily life 

In which I may obey, 
And thus may show my love to Thee ; 

And always—every day — 
There are some little loving words 

Which I for Thee may say. 

" There are small crosses I may take, 

Small burdens I may bear, 
Small acts of faith, and deeds of love, 

Small sorrows I may share ; 
And little bits of work for Thee 

1 may do everywhere. 

" So I ask Thee, Lord, to give me grace 
My little place to fill, 
That I may ever walk with Thee, 

And ever do Thy will ; 
And in each duty, great or small, 
I may be faithful stiLL" 

A. C. Walton. 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE BRUEY BRANCH. 

" Her ways are ways of pleasantness, and all her paths are 
peace." — Proverbs iii. 17. 

<< *xis religion that can give, 
Sweetest pleasure whilst we live ; 
'Tis religion must supply 
Solid comfort when we die." 

In the spring of 1875 my dear husband 
was called in God's providence to another 
sphere of labour. • With much regret we 
left our pretty country home, and bidding 
adieu to the dear warm-hearted people, 
among whom we had spent so many happy 
years, settled in our new parish of South- 
wick. 

Soon after our arrival at Southwick, a 
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meeting was held at the Kectory for the 
purpose of appointing District Visitors for 
the different parts of the parish. Little 
Nony, as usual, was anxious to have her 
share in the work, and begged so hard to 
have some cottages for her very own, that 
her papa assigned several houses to her care, 
which she took great pleasure in visiting, 
accompanied by her kind governess. On 
Sundays she always looked out to see if her 
people were in church, and supplied with 
prayer and hymn-books. She took Special 
interest in the children, and often made 
little articles of clothing for them. In a 
letter I received from a person who was in 
Nony's district, but has now left our parish, 
she says, "We can never forget the dear 
little lady and young gentleman, and all 
their kind visits. My little Katie never 
goes to sleep without saying the text she 
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taught her — * Wash me, and I shall be 
whiter than snow/ " 

Nony often saved up her money in order 
to buy Testaments for giving away — her 
Bible was her greatest treasure, and she was 
ever anxious to give God's Holy Word to 
others. The following were her favourite 
lines on the Bible, and may be unknown to 
some of my little readers : — 

Here when the waves of life's rough sea roll high, 

Seek thou for Calm. 
Here when thy spirit's wounds are agony, 

Seek thou for Balm. 

Here when thick darkness round thy soul is closing, 

Seek thou for Light. 
Here when strong foes thy weakness are opposing, 

Seek thou for Might 

Here when thy heart doth unregarded ache, 

Seek thou for Love. 
What love like His who quitted for thy sake 

His throne above ? 
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Here whatsoe'er of evil may assail thee, 

Seek thou the Lord. . 
Here must He needs be found, He cannot fail thee, 

Sure is His Word ! 

Before her eighth birthday Nony was 
asked what treat she would like on that 
day. A picnic to Bramber and other plea- 
sant excursions were suggested, but at all 
these she only shook her head, saying, "If 
I may really have whatever treat I like 
best for my birthday, I should invite all 
the poor little children from the workhouse 
to have tea on the lawn. They have so few 
enjoyments, and I should so like to see them 
happy." 

Permission was readily granted, and up- 
wards of forty came. No doubt it will be 
a day long had in remembrance by those 
dear little ones, whose extreme delight and 
happiness it was quite touching to witness. 
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I must not forget to mention a circum- 
stance which occurred that same autumn. 
I observed that dear Nony was very silent 
all day ; her face, usually so bright, looked 
sad, and her eyes red from crying— it was 
evident something had made her very un- 
happy. On going at night to my room I 
found a little note on the dressing-table, 
addressed to " Dear Mama," in my darling's 
handwriting. I am very sorry I have lost 
this little note, still, I think, dear children, 
I can tell you almost word for word what 
was in it : — 

" My Daeling Mama, — I am so unhappy, for I 
have been such a naughty child. When I was in the 
garden yesterday I took an apple and ate it, and 
oh, I have been so, so miserable ever since. But 
this evening I went to Jesus and told Him all 
about it, and asked Him to forgive me, and wash 
away my sin in His precious blood ; and I know 
He has, but I could not feel quite happy again, 
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darling Mama, until I had told you about it too. 
Oh, do forgive your naughty little girl, and ask God 
to give me a new heart, that I may not listen to 
Satan any more or grieve dear Jesus. — I remain 
your loving, though naughty little Nony." 



On enquiring, I found that some one who 
was with her in the garden had taken an 
apple, and then asked her to take one, but 
Nony said, " No, Mama never allows us 
to pick the fruit without leave," when it 
was temptingly argued that to eat an apple 
which had fallen on the ground would not 
be an act of disobedience, as she would not 
have picked it. Poor child, she listened to 
this evil suggestion ; but her conscience told 
her she had broken God's law, and conse- 
quently she could not enjoy a moment's 
peace until her sin was confessed and for- 
given. 

In December 1876 severe illness obliged 
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my dear husband to relinquish his parochial 
duties for a time, and in accordance with 
the advice of his physician, we removed to 
Leamington, for the benefit of the baths at 
the Arboretum, a hydropathic establishment 
in that town. Here we first had the great 
privilege of meeting Miss F. E. Havergal, . 
who most kindly came to call on us. On 
her first visit she mentioned her great 
interest in the Irish Society, and her wish 
to establish a juvenile branch, to be called 
the " Bruey Branch," after dear little Bruey, 
whose work for her Saviour, and her early 
"home call," Miss Havergal has so touch- 
ingly recorded in her book, " Bruey ; or, A 
Little Worker for Christ." 

Nony listened with earnest attention to all 
Miss Havergal said, and asked if she might 
be allowed to join the Bruey Branch. The 
next morning I received the following note, 
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with a collecting card enclosed for dear 
Nony : — 

"Dear Mrs. H , — When I mentioned my 

intended 'Brtiey Branch* of the Irish Society, I 
had no thought of anything so delightful as hearing 
then and there of a new little holder of a 'green 
card;' your taking it up so kindly and instantly 
quite sent me on my way rejoicing, for I am 
extremely anxious to help on this good, and tried, 
and proved old agency of ' Bible work.' Among 
so many new, excellent agencies for home and 
abroad, the old-established ones hardly get their 
fair share of support ; and the enclosed appeal will 
show how great the need is. I have just written 
to the Secretary to propose my ' Bruey Branch.' If 
your dear little Nony would like the idea of being 
one of the original collectors, do you think she 
could get a few shillings on the enclosed card by 
this day fortnight ? for then she would literally be 
my first l Bruey Branch ' collector ; as I write her 
name on this card as belonging to the ' B. B., I will 
show dear Nony the real forty-one names dear 
Bruey brought me a little while before her last 
illness began. I trust Nony may do this little 
work really for Jesus, and then I am sure it will 
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be a means of blessing to herself. Thanking you 
very much for what has been a real bit of en- 
couragement in my work, and praying that the 
ever tender Hand may graciously close your eyes 
to-night instead of holding them waking, I am 
yours cordially, F. R. H." 

A few days later another short note came 
from Miss Havergal : — 

" Leamington, March 22. 

" The Irish Secretary tells me he wishes to have 
my accounts on Thursday the 29th. I am afraid 
your little Nony will not have had time to do 
anything, but if she has a few shillings on her card, 
would she bring it to me on Wednesday afternoon. 
The Secretary has warmly taken up the idea of a 
'Bruey Branch/ and I hope it will grow, but I 
should like my little friend Nony to be the first 
member ! I hope she has received the report. — 
Yours very truly, F. E. Havergal." 

Dear little Nony entered with all her 
heart on this fresh work for the Master she 
loved. She wrote several letters to friends 
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at a distance, besides asking contributions 
from friends near at hand. By the end of 
the fortnight she had the pleasure of taking 
rather more than two pounds to Miss Haver- 
gal, as her first collection for the "Bruey 
Branch." A few days later, Nony received 
dear Miss Havergal's beautiful circular, in 
which she gave the " Bruey Branch " as 
their motto, "For Jesus' Sake only." We 
kept a copy of this circular, and as it was 
the first written for the " Bruey Branch" 
and some of the fresh members will not 
have seen it, I transcribe it here: — 

" Leamington, April 2nd, 1877. 

" My dear Collectors, 

" Most of you do not know the great honour 
which has befallen you ! I expect you to appreciate 
it immensely ! You are the original members of the 
'Bruey Branch ;' for we have cut you off from 
the Leamington Branch, because we hope you will 
grow better as a separate bough ! We begin with 
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eight collectors, and a sum total of ^20, 9s. id ! 
Is not that good ? But I hope it will be better 
next year. I want each of you to aim at two things 
by next March. First, to have more on your cards, 
even if it is only a shilling more — don't be satisfied 
without that ; and, secondly, to get each of you one 
more ' green card ' taken ; that would be worth 
several new contributors on your own. Sometimes 
when Swiss mountaineers are climbing a very diffi- 
cult place, they throw their ice-axe, with which 
they cut steps in the ice-slopes, on to the ledge 
just above their heads. Then they must climb up 
to it, for it would be death to try and get down 
without it, and, of course, they would not think of 
stopping quietly where they were. Now let us 
throw up our ice-axe on to a higher ledge, and aim, 
God helping us, at getting £50 next year, and twenty 
collectors instead of eight. 

" I have visions of a ' Percy Branch ' some day, 
because boys can often collect where girls cannot ; 
so please try and think of any cousins, or boys of 
any sort, who would take a green card. I have one 
already who is going to devote his Easter holidays 
to house-to-house collecting ; he is the first new 
collector — now, who will find me the second f I 
have great hopes that our ' Bruey Branch ' will be 
a very 'fruitful bough/ Only, dear ones, I am 
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praying that all the golden fruit it bears may be 
really and only 'fruit unto God.' Not fruit for 
ourselves, not fruit sent to me, or to the Dublin 
office (for we are only counted < an empty vine ' if 
that is all), but really fruit for Jesus. It is so easy 
to get quite interested in collecting and forget 
this. Let us every one pray that we may always 
remember it. And this reminds me that I want 
to have a motto for our 'Bruey Branch/ a- little 
watchword, which we may always connect with 
the thought of it, something that shall help us, not 
merely to do a right thing, but to do it in a right 
way. 

" You remember how when the Lord Jesus was 
in Bethany many of the Jews came, but ' not for 
Jesus' sake only/ Now, let us cut off the c not/ 
and take as our ' Bruey Branch ' motto — 

'For Jesus' sake only. 9 * 

It will be such real help in our work to remember 
this, and to ask Him to write it on our hearts, 
'not with ink, but with the Spirit of the Living 
God.' 

* When Miss F. R Havergal started the " Bruey Branch," 
I promised her that I would supply " Our Motto " to all the 
members. Should any new collectors be without it, I should 
be happy to supply it on application. 
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"One thing more I want you to do, and this 
most of all. Do try not to forget that we have 
agreed together to pray for our Irish work every 
Monday morning. I am not sure that all of you 
have really ' agreed ' about this yet ; next time 
you write to me I wish you would tell me whether 
you do or not. It is a help if you put it down on 
a piece of paper and keep it inside the cover of 
your Bible ; then you are not so likely to forget it. 
It will be so nice to know that you all, and I too, 
are always praying together on Monday morn- 
ings ; and I am quite certain that our work will be 
blessed just in proportion to our praying about it. 
I wish you would all just try and see how much 
God will help you if you will but ask Him. Three 
months ago I was at my wits' end, and could not 
think how in the world I was to get as much money 
as last year, so I prayed, ' Lord, send me something 
quite unexpectedly/ because, you see, I could not 
know who to expect anything more from ! and 
within a fortnight no less than £g was sent me 
by different people, and every penny of it was 
'quite unexpected! 9 Altogether I got ^83. We 
are only beginning, but I hope we shall go on 
steadily until the whole work is done, and every 
poor Irish body who cannot speak English has had 
the tidings of great joy brought to them in their 
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own native tongue. But work while you can; 
Bruey herself had only that one opportunity of 
collecting last summer. The one of all our col- 
lectors who had gone on most steadily, the one, 
perhaps, who most gave her very heart, first to the 
Lord, and then to this Irish work, was called away. 
She really did 'what she could.' Let us all ask 
our dear Master to help us to do the same — 

'For Jesus' sake only.' 

" Yours lovingly, 

"Frances R Havergal, 
" ie., Aunt Fanny." 

Nony never forgot the request for united 
prayer, and many were the simple, earnest 
petitions she offered on the appointed morn- 
ing, that the poor Irish people might learn to 
read their Bibles and be led to the Saviour. 
I was often reminded by my darling on 
Monday mornings to be sure and not forget 
to pray for the Irish and the members of 
the " Bruey Branch." Dear Nony was so 
pleased with the motto, "For Jesus' sake 
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only," she said she wished she had it printed, 
to put up on her wall by her other motto, 
" What would Jesus do ? " Then we thought 
it would be nicer still if every little Bruey 
collector had a printed copy of their motto. 
Accordingly, with Miss Havergal's consent, 
and to little Nony's delight, one hundred 
were ordered to be printed. It will please 
little Irish collectors to know that when we 
showed the proof to dear Miss Havergal, and 
asked if she approved of the colour selected 
(red and black), she said in her own ani- 
mated way, " Oh no, do let it be green. I 
should like it to be regular Irish" When 
they were finished, and Nony was asked 
which she would have, she answered, " Oh, of 
course I would like a green one, like dear 
Miss Havergal." This motto, still hanging 
on her wall, constantly reminds us of the two 
blessed ones so closely connected with it, and 
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who, within a month of one another, having 
finished their work on earth for Jesus, now — 

" Eest in light and sunshine, 
In the presence of the King ! " 

Now, dear children, I think I must tell 
you a little incident, which happened at this 
time, which greatly interested Nony, and I 
feel sure will please you too. 

A lady was in a shop in Dublin, when her 
attention was directed to a poor, little, bare- 
footed, bare-headed child, who came into the 
shop, and to her surprise laid sixpence on 
the counter, saying, " Please I want a blue 
sixpenny ' Little Pillow.' " * On inquiry, she 
told the lady that the book had been such a 
great comfort to her, that she had tried hard 
to save up sixpence to buy one as a present 



* " Little Pillows ; or, Good-night Thoughts for the Little 
Ones: 9 J. Nisbet & Co. 
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for a little sick friend. Now, was that not 
very nice of her ? I feel sure that dear Irish 
child must have loved Jesus, or she would 
not have denied herself as she did, in order 
to procure this little book to tell of Jesus 
and His love to ahother. Happy child ! No 
doubt we shall all see her some day, no longer 
hare-headed — but her head crowned with a 
crown of glory by the Lord Himself. 

But to continue my story. The lady 
happened to be one who loved Miss Haver- 
gal so dearly, that she always carried her 
likeness about in her pocket! Accordingly, 
she asked the little girl, " Would you like to 
see the dear lady who wrote 'Little Pil- 
lows ' ? " Then handing her the likeness to 
look at continued, " There she is — now, what 
do you think of her ? " 

After gazing intently and lovingly at it 
for some minutes, the little one looked up and 
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answered " Why, sure, and she is as sweet as 
her pillows" 

And truly that little Irish child was right 
— and yet, no, — I think she was not quite 
right — for though her books are sweet, Miss 
Havergal herself was sweeter ! Like a bright 
sunbeam, she ever shed light and gladness 
around. As the lark, this sweet singer 
seemed to rise to Heaven's gate as she 
warbled her notes of praise ; walking in the 
light, she had fellowship with God ; and when 
in the midst of her busy work she heard the 
Masters loved voice calling her home* joy- 
fully folding her hands to rest, she passed 
over the river singing into the presence of 
the King ! And oh ! if her singing on earth 
was sweet, what must it be in Heaven ? 

Often have our hearts been cheered, and 
our faith strengthened, as we fancied we 
caught the echo of her dear voice in the 
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words we were wont to hear her sing; 
" Behold, God is my salvation ; I will 

TRUST, AND NOT BE AFRAID " (Isa. Xli. 2). 

" Just when Thou wilt, Master, call ! 
Or at the noon, or evening fall, 
Or in the dark, or in the light, — 
Just when Thou wilt, it must be right. 

" Just when Thou wilt — Thy time is best — 
Thou shalt appoint my hour of rest, 
Marked by the Sun of perfect love, 
Shining unchangeably above. 

" Just when Thou wilt ! — no choice for me ! 
Life is a gift to use for Thee ; 
Death is a hushed and glorious tryst 
With Thee, my King, my Saviour, Christ ! " 

— Frances E. Havergal. 
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CHAPTER III. 

STAY AT LEAMINGTON. 

"In the fear of the Lord is strong confidence, and His 
children have a place of refuge. "-~Pro verbs xiv. 26. 

" I lean on an arm that is mighty, 
I cling to a heart of love ; 
I can trust though under a shadow, 
I kftow there is lighj^above. 

" So I lift up my glad thanksgivings, 
I give to the Lord my care ; 
And lo ! the shadows are lifted, 
And sunshine is everywhere." 

— L. A. Bean. 

Soon after our arrival at the Arboretum, 
a circumstance occurred which showed our 
dear Nony's love for her Saviour, — by her 
love for the souls of others, and by her readi- 
ness to do, for His sake, what otherwise she 
greatly shrank from doing. 

D 
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A gentleman was residing in the same 
establishment, whose contempt for religion 
was well known and painfully marked by- 
many. He was suddenly seized with alarm- 
ing illness, when his dark spiritual condition 
became the subject of acute concern ; and it 
was thought that, though others had been 
repelled by him when attempting to speak of 
spiritual things, a little child might prove a 
messenger from God to his soul. 

I accordingly asked dear Nony if she would 
go and see him. She was quite startled and 
said, " Mama ! I should be so afraid to 
go. You know he does not love Jesus, and 
I expect he would only be angry with me." 
"But, darling," I said, "if he does not love 
God, that is all the greater reason why you 
should go. Only think, if he were to die 
without Jesus." After a moment's thought 
she said, " I wish you would pray about it. 
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Ask Jesus to help me not to be afraid, and 
to turn his heart that he may not be angry 
with me." When the prayer was ended, she 
rose from her knees and kissed me, saying, 
" I feel quite ready to go now. Jesus knows 
I am going for Him, and He will go with me, 
but be sure you keep on praying all the time 
until I come back" Then with a bright 
smile she bounded off on her message of love, 
carrying a bunch of violets and a text. In a 
little while she returned, her dear little face 
beaming with delight, as she exclaimed, " 
Mama ! Jesus has heard us. When I knocked 

at his door, Mr. said, * Who's there ? ' 

I answered, ' Little Nony — may I come in ? ' 
and as he said * Yes/ I went in and gave him 
the violets and the text, and told him I had 
brought them for him because I was so sorry 
he was ill. He looked so pleased and said, 
4 Thank you very much for your sympathy/ " 
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The gentleman only lived three days after, 
but during that time the Saviour's tender, 
gracious invitation was ever before him in 
large type — " Come unto Me, all ye that 

LABOUR AND ARE HEAVY-LADEN, AND I WILL 

give you rest." And may we not cling to 
the hope, that during those solemn hours he 
did cry to Him who hath said — " Look unto 
Me, and be ye saved." 

While at Leamington, Nony for a short 
time attended a day school. She soon be- 
came much attached to her kind teacher, and 
during her last illness always wished her 
likeness so placed that she could see it from 
her couch. 

In one of her notes to me this lady writes : — 

" I never remember having to reprove dear little 
Nony for anything but once for a little outbreak 
of temper, for which she expressed herself sorry 
immediately after. To her school-fellows she was 
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ever gentle and kind ; indeed, it appeared her 
delight to 'scatter seeds of kindness/ which she 
did in a peculiarly quiet, simple way of her own. 
It seemed such a pleasure to her to distribute little 
illuminated texts amongst her companions, she 
looked so happy and interested in selecting from 
amongst them for each one. By many these are 
now treasured as loving mementoes of the darling 
suffering one, now gone to the land ' where there 
is no more pain.' 

As the above note speaks of " a little out- 
break of temper," I think it well to mention 
here that our darling child, though so ex- 
tremely loving and warm-hearted; had natu- 
rally a hasty temper ; but if in an unguarded 
moment she gave way to anger, her after-sorrow 
was very great. Several times, on going at 
a late hour to her room, expecting to find 
her asleep, I have instead found her crying 
bitterly, and almost refusing to be comforted, 
because she had given way to her besetting 
sin, and grieved her loving Saviour. One 
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night she said between her sobs, " Oh how I 
did hope I should never be naughty again 
and grieve dear Jesus." Several friends have 
expressed to me their great surprise after 
witnessing this dear child's extreme sorrow 
for sin. 

The following extract I found among many- 
other little papers written by our dear child, 
and which, as she never liked them looked 
at, and playfully called them " her secrets," I 
never saw until after she was called away. 
This must have been written when she was 
about nine years old. Kemember, dear chil- 
dren, Nony never expected any human eye to 
read it. In these words we hear, as it were, 
Nony speaking to her Saviour, only she wrote 
the words instead of merely saying them : — 

" Sometimes I fear I do not love the Lord, for 
my mind is not with Him, but the Lord knows all 
I want, and, Lord, I do want to love Thee, but I 
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am so weak I cannot stand one moment without 
Thee, and if I try I only fall to the ground. But 
even then, I feel Thy dear kind hand, and Thou 
art ever ready to bring me back and care for me. 
No one is so loving as Thou — I sin again and again, 
but Thou dost forgive. But from now, by Thy 
grace, I mean never to go back to sin. I won't do 
this to please mama, but to please Thee." 

Precious child ! she was always so anxious 
to please me, that she seemed fearful lest 
that should be her first aim. She here wrote 
it down as her firm determination that, by 
the help of His grace, her first desire should 
be to please God. The earnest prayer of her 
young heart was — " Teach me to do the thing 
that pleaseth Thee!' 

Our dear child was most desirous to be a 
help and comfort to her parents, her devotion 
and attention to me being quite remarkable. 
Frequently she would entreat to be allowed 
to " nurse Mama," and for hours would sit 
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" Let the saints be joyful in glory ; let them sing 
aloud upon their beds " (Ps. cxlix. 5). 

She remarked, "I thought that last text 
would just suit you, because you are so often 
ill in bed, and you are so fond of sing- 
ing." 

It was in the month of July, during her 
dear father and sister's absence in Scotland, 
and while I was still confined to my sofa 
after an acute attack of illness, — that our 
precious child had a terrible fall from a 
height of upwards of twelve feet on to the 
stone pavement of the hall. This would 
commonly be called " an accident" but the 
Christian knows there are no accidents with 
God. Surely if "not a sparrow falls to the 
ground without our Heavenly Father," can 
we for one* moment suppose that one of the 
chosen lambs of His flock could have had 
such a fall unless ordered by Him in infinite 
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wisdom and love ? No, dear children, " God 
never makes mistakes," and " Faith can firmly 
trust Him, come what may." 

" We feel so sure that sight 
Would show us all was right, 
And answered prayer." 

It appeared almost a miracle that the dear 
child was not killed on the spot, and we 
could but thank God for sparing her life. 
There were no bones broken, the only visible 
injury at the time being at the back of the 
head, which was sadly hurt, and which caused 

much anxiety to our dear friend Dr. M , 

who then presided over the Arboretum. 
After some days perfect quiet and careful 
nursing, though she continued to suffer at 
times from her head, we hoped all cause for 
anxiety was over. 

On the 21st of August, the ninth anni- 
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versary of her birth, she was well enough to 
visit the Hospital for Incurables, where a tea 
was provided at her request, as her birthday 
treat to the poor suffering inmates, whom 
she had been accustomed to visit previously, 
cheering many a weary sufferer by her sweet 
singing ; Nony had a sweet voice, which was 
often employed in singing for Jesus. 

Before long our darling began to complain 
of pain in her right thigh ; still, nothing 
serious was considered to be the matter until 
the beginning of February, when, one night, 
the pain suddenly became so violent that she 
was screaming with agony. Our nurse, who 
was with her, said she should never forget 
how Nony prayed that night, beseeching the 
Lord " either to remove the pain, or to give 
her plenty of patience to bear it." Although 
she naturally longed for me, she would not 
allow me to be disturbed or told of her 
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sufferings until the morning, when our kind 
friend, Mr. F , then staying at the Arbo- 
retum, managed with difficulty, owing to the 
severity of the pain, to take her in his arms 
and carry her to my room. 

For some days she was in a high fever, 
and the pain most severe, but it gradually 
subsided, though always brought on again 
by any movement. After some weeks it was 
thought that change might possibly do her 
good, and her father's health being suffici- 
ently restored to allow of his resuming some 
of his parochial duties, arrangements were 
made for our returning home. The follow- 
ing is a copy of part of a note, written by 
dear Nony to a friend before leaving Leam- 
ington : — 

" And now, my own pet, we part — never, never 
perhaps, to meet on this earth again. But let us 
put the bright hope before us, we'll meet beyond 
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the sky ; and better still, we shall never part again ; 
but lest of all, we shall see and never part from 
Jesus ! This is, indeed, a bright and shining hope 
given to urge us on our way." 

A saloon carriage was engaged with sofas 
and every comfort for the long journey, and 
though very tired on our arrival, the weary 
child, before being taken to rest, joined with 
all our assembled household in a hymn of 
praise and thanksgiving to Him who had so 
graciously permitted us as a united family to 
meet once more at home : — 

" This God is the God we adore, 
Our faithful, unchangeable Friend, 
Whose love is as strong as His power, 
And knows neither measure nor end. 

" 'Tis Jesus, the First and the Last, 
Whose presence shall guide us safe home — 
We'll praise Him for all that is past, 
And trust Him for all that's to come ! " 
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" I'll praise my Maker while I've breath, 
And when my voice is lost in death, 

Praise shall employ my nobler powers ; 
My days of praise shall ne'er be past 
While life, and thought, and being last, 

Or immortality endures. 

" Happy the man whose hopes rely 
On Israel's God ; He made the sky, 

And earth, and seas, with all their train ; 
His truth for ever stands secure ; 
He saves the oppressed, He feeds the poor ; 
And none shall find His promise vain. 

" The Lord pours eyesight on the blind ; 
The Lord supports the fainting mind ; 

He sends the labouring conscience peace, 
He helps the stranger in distress, 
The widow and the fatherless, 
And grants the prisoner sweet release. 

" I'll praise Him while He lends me breath, 
And when my voice is lost in death, 

Praise shall employ my nobler powers ; 
My days of praise shall ne'er be past 
While life, and thought, and being last, 

Or immortality endures." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

GOING TO THE BETTER LAND. 

"My flesh and my heart faileth ; hut God is the strength of 
my heart and my portion for ever." — Psalm lxxiii. 26. 

" Jesus my heart's dear refuge, 

Jesus has died for me ; 

Firm on the Rock of Ages 

Ever my trust shall he. 

" Here let me wait with patience, 
Wait till the night is o'er, 
Wait till I see the morning 
Break on the golden shore." 

May-day had always been one of special joy 
and gladness to little Nony— she so delighted 
in gathering primroses and other wild flowers 
of spring. May-day, 1878, found her on a 
couch of weakness and suffering, unable, as 
hitherto, to run about enjoying the garden 
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and fields ; but she now took fresh enjoyment 
in witnessing the pleasure of others, and try- 
ing to make them happy. She asked to 
have her sofa placed near the window, from 
which she could watch the May children at 
their merry sport. On the table by her side 
she had a number of little books and texts 
to give to the children as they came to the 
Rectory. 

Dear children, there is one thing in which 
I hope you will all follow Nony's example. I 
never knew her to give away a text or tract 
without prayer for God's blessing on it. 

When I look back on our darling's short 
life, it seems quite wonderful how much she 
did in distributing Testaments, tracts, &c, 
many of which were bought with the savings 
of her own scanty pocket money. As the 
good seed she scattered was ever watered by 
prayer, no doubt many will have cause to 
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thank God for this little child's work of faith 
and labour of love. 

I was surprised to find on one occasion she 
had written to a publisher in Edinburgh, en- 
closing stamps for a number of two favourite 
hymns she wished to distribute among her 
school-fellows and others. 

It was during the first week in May that 
the* pain in the thigh returned with great 
violence, indeed, the agony day and night 
was so acute, one medical man said he be- 
lieved she would not have lived a week with- 
out the morphia which was constantly injected 
into her arm, partially removing the pain. 
One night, dear Nony overheard the doctor 
say, " There is evidently a large abscess form- 
ing." As soon as he left, she said in a trem- 
bling voice, " Mama ! am I really getting 
an abscess ? I do hope I am not." Kueeling 
by her side and taking her little hand in 
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mine, I said, " I want to ask you a question, 
dear one. Supposing there is an abscess com- 
ing, who sent it ? " " Why, God sends it," 
she replied. "Well, darling," I continued, 
" supposing you could hear God's voice say- 
ing, ' Little Nony, I was going to send you 
an abscess and ever so much pain, but if you 
like your own way best, and would rather not 
have it, I will take it all away again.' Now 
tell me, what would you answer ? " She 
seemed frightened at the thought, and in- 
stantly prayed most earnestly, "O God! 
please send me an abscess and anything else 
you like, and, oh don't ever leave me to my 
own way, because I am sure you know best 
what is really good for me, and what will 
help me most on my way to heaven. Only, 
please, whatever you send, help me to bear 
it patiently/' 

At this time Nony received, among many 
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kind letters of sympathy, the following note 

from Mr. F : , the tiny text in which proved 

a support and comfort during the remainder 
of her trying illness : — 

"My Dear Nony, — How very sorry I am to hear 
you are suffering such pain, but remember the 
Lord Jesus has not forgotten you. We know that 
not one of His sheep are anything but in His hand, 
so if you are one of the lambs of His flock, and 
carried in His arms of tender love, why, how safe 
you must be. Look up, dear child, to Jesus, and 
He will give you grace and strength to bear all the 
pain. He says ' Fear not/ Is not that nice ? Only 
think Re says that to you who once said ' Let there 
be light/ and immediately the big sun began to 
shine ; so what cannot He do for us ? ' Only trust 
Him/ Now good-bye, dear child, with a lot of 
Christian love to you, dear papa, mama, and sister. — 
I am, ever your friend, H. E. F." 

Dear Nony rejoiced in those two loving 
words, " Fear not," as spoken to herself, and 
remarked, " It is just the same as if my name 
were there. God says " Fear not, Nony," 
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and my other text is just my answer back, 
" I will trust and not be afraid." She pro- 
posed learning a fresh text with " Fear not " 
every Sunday, among which Isaiah xli., verses 
10 and 13, and Lamentations iii., verse 57, 
were a special comfort to her. 

As by this .time it was evident that hers 
was a severe case of hip disease, in addition 
to other injuries, which rendered perfect rest 
in one position absolutely necessary, while 
at the same time fresh air was considered 
most essential, a spring couch was ordered 
to be made, with strong wheels, and an 
inclined plane was constructed from one of 
the ground floor windows, thus enabling her 
on fine days to be wheeled out on the lawn 
to enjoy the fresh air under the shade of the 
large elm trees. 

It was on the 8th of June her new couch 
arrived. In the morning we were busy 
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arranging her room, many little tokens of 
love being placed in it to surprise and please 
the little sufferer. Her favourite text, " God 
is love," was placed opposite her couch, 
while the words, "Fear not" (which had 
been worked in very large letters on silver 
cardboard) were hung on one side, "I will 
trust and not be afraid," on the other. Over 
her couch was her favourite picture of Christ 
blessing little children, with the Saviour's 
own gracious words beneath, " Suffer little 
children to come unto Me." Roses and 
other flowers were placed in different parts 
of the room, speaking sweetly though silently 
of His love who made them so fragrant and 
so fair. We much dreaded Nony having to 
be brought downstairs, as the slightest move- 
ment caused her intense agony, but under 
the influence of morphia, it was accomplished 
more easily than had been anticipated, and 
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our darling was placed on tlie couch from 
which she was never again to rise. Week 
after week, month after month, as Nony lay 
on that couch of pain and weariness, she was 
indeed a striking witness to His faithfulness 
who hath said, "My grace is sufficient for 
thee." God never sets a lesson in His school 
without at the same time giving strength 
and grace to learn it. The feeblest believer, 
" having the power of Christ resting upon 
him," may be taught to say with the great 
Apostle, " I have learned, in whatsoever state 
I am, therewith to be content." 

Surely nothing short of divine grace could 
have enabled a little child, naturally full of 
life and spirits, to lie still and suffer without 
a murmur or complaint. Nony was so per- 
fectly satisfied that God's will was love, and 
His way best, that I never once heard her 
express a wish to walk about again, or one 
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impatient desire for recovery. She often 
sang the touching lines written by Madame 
Guyon during her imprisonment. Fre- 
quently, as I entered her room, I was greeted 
with a glad smile, and she would commence 
singing — 

" A little bird I am, 
Shut out from the fields of air, 
But in my cage I sit and sing 
To Him who placed me there — 



Well pleased a prisoner to be, 
Because my God it pleaseth Thee. 

" Nought else have I to do, 
I sing the whole day long, 
And He whom most I love to please 
Doth listen to my song. 
He caught and bound my wandering wing, 
And then He taught me how to sing." 

Nony was not idle during her long illness, 
though, of course, she could only work a little 
at a time ; and there were weeks together 
when she could not work at all. Our darling 
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was ever trying to help others by prayer, 
when unable to help them in other ways. 
Once, when she heard of a boy in the village 
having been ran over and taken to the 
Brighton Hospital, she was greatly distressed. 
In the night I thought she asked for some- 
thing, and inquired if she spoke; she said, 
" Yes, but I was only speaking to God, and 
did not think you would hear me. I cannot 
help thinking about that poor boy in the 
hospital, and wish I knew whether he loves 
Jesus, for oh, how very terrible it must be to 
be ill and in pain without Jesus to comfort 
you ! I have been just asking God, that if 
that boy does not love Jesus already, he may 
learn to know Him in the hospital, and then, 
what a good thing it will be for him that he 
was hurt." 

A cripple boy in the village was an object 
of her most thoughtful care. If she had 
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anything nice she constantly asked to be 
allowed to share it with Johnny, and she 
never omitted praying for him daily. She 
also felt great sympathy for another dear 
little boy, a clergyman's son, who, like her- 
self, was confined to his couch. She con- 
stantly prayed "that Jesus would be very 
near dear Harry, to comfort him and give 
him patience, and that he might learn more 
and more every day whsrt a friend he had in 
Jesus." 

Nony was so extremely fond of flowers, 
she was always glad to be able to send them 
to others, especially the sick. Her time was 
often employed in cutting out different de- 
vices in paper, and then selecting texts to 
write on them, in readiness to be sent with 
her nosegays. During her illness she made 
some large texts in woolwork, always choos- 
ing for them her favourite words, " God is 
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love." She worked the same on several book- 
markers ; indeed, she never seemed to weary 
of working or writing those precious words. 

Nony was particularly clever at crochet, 
and made some pretty baby jackets and small 
shawls to sell in her Bruey Basket. It was 
touching, after she was gone, on opening her 
workbox, to see the white shawl, which she 
had worked at as long as she was able, put 
away, half finished, the needle still in the 
last stitch she had taken up, also a small pair 
of blue cuffs nearly completed, her knitting 
needles still in them. 

In October 1878, Nony begged me to send 

dear Miss F. R. Havergal a box of violets, in 

answer to which she received the following 
comforting note : — 

" My Dear Nony, — I had no idea you were suf- 
fering so all this time. I think Jesus must have 
been carrying you in His arms all the while, because 
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you see when anybody can't even walk they must 
be carried. And I am quite sure He must be 
loving you ever so much — I mean with a very 
special and tender love, because it says, 'Whom 
the Lord loveth He chasteneth/ I thank you very 
much for the violets. I have such a number of 
new Bruey collectors that I hardly know how I 
shall manage them all. We shall have a famous 
report next year, I hope. . . . Very much love from 
your loving friend, F. E. H." 

Nony often spoke of dear Miss F. R 
Havergal, and expressed many a wish that 
she would write another volume of "Little 
Pillows," as she knew the others almost by 
heart. When I wished her "good-night," 
she always asked for a text, sometimes 
remarking, "My pain is so bad you must 
'think of a very sweet comforting little pillow 
for me to-night. " During the autumn our 
darling suffered much, had constant severe 
headaches, her appetite entirely failed, and 
she grew weaker day by day. 
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On the 3rd of February, Mr. F , a sur- 
geon from Brighton, was called in to give his 
opinion as to the expediency of an operation. 
I was startled to hear that he considered it 
so necessary that there should be no delay, 
that he proposed to perform the opera- 
tion immediately. Oh ! dear children, it is 
impossible to express what I v felt at the 
thought of having to witness our little 
darling's fresh sufferings, but I learned anew, 
in that trying hour, that He is faithful who 
hath promised, " As thy days so shall thy 
strength be." 

On returning to her room to make the 
necessary preparations, her large dark eyes 
watched my every movement, as I placed 
the sponges, towels, and other things in 
readiness for the doctors. It was such a 
relief that she never asked one question as to 
what I was doing, and only said, " Before the 
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doctors come back, I should like you to have 
a little prayer with me." On his return to 

her room Mr. F told her he was going 

to do something they hoped might give her 
relief, but that they would first give her some 
chloroform. I had just time to whisper, 
"Now, darling, look to Jesus and think of 
your text, c Fear not/ " She pressed my hand 
and gave an earnest upward glance, as if to 
say she was looking up for help, and then 
without one word she commenced to inhale 
the chloroform. 

For some t days after the operation the 
little sufferer lay with closed eyes, almost too 
weak and ill to speak. Constantly, when I 
asked if she wanted anything, she answered, 
" Only prayer, just a short prayer." 

On my expressing some surprise at her 
silence before the operation, she said, "I felt 
sure I was going to have something done, 

F 
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intense bodily suffering, He not only gave her 
grace to bear all with the utmost patience, 
but also gave her a heart full of thankfulness 
and praise. She would often try to count 
up how many mercies she had to thank 
God for. She constantly said, "How wicked 
it would be in me to murmur when God is 
so good to me, and has given me so many 
comforts that thousands of poor children 
have not. Only think how very much 
worse it would be if I were like the poor 
little girl in c Eyes and Ears/ * not able to 
speak or hear." 

Day after day the doctor had to probe the 
wound, and frequently expressed his astonish- 
ment at the wonderful patience and calm- 
ness with which she bore all her sufferings. 
In all his experience he said he had never 

* WiU all my young readers kindly send for a copy of 
" Eyes and Ears," to Miss Helen Holbeche, North Gate, 
Warwick. Price 2jd., post free. 



Going to the Better Land. 83 

had arrived, she called me to her side and 
said, "Now, just one more prayer; ask Jesus 
to come very, very near, ^and hold me all the 
while, and help me not to be afraid." 

A few days after the second operation the 
doctor told us that there was no longer any 
hope of our darling's recovery, but that it 
was very uncertain how long she might 
linger.. As we knew she was quite prepared 
whenever her summons came, and there 
being no immediate danger, we thought it 
unnecessary to tell Nony what the doctor 
had said. Our one prayer was that God 
might be glorified in our child ; and that 
she might give a bright testimony to the 
preciousness of Jesus during her remaining 
days on earth. And oh ! how wonderfully 
God answered that prayer ! He did for our 
darling exceeding abundantly above all that 
we asked or thought. In the midst of most 
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asked me to send round her basket of work, 
and on its return was delighted to find so 
many articles were sold, that the profits of 
her basket and the subscriptions combined 
amounted to £$. 

I sent the ^5 to dear Miss F. R. HavergaJ, 
telling her at the same time the doctor's 
opinion of little Nony. 

I received the following kind note in 
reply : — 

" The Mumbles, February 28. 

" Dearest Mrs. H , — Your letter does indeed 

bring sorrowful news. I can hardly realise that 
dear, little, sweet Nony is passing to the Better 
Land. How you will miss her! Yet, the long, 
terrible sufferings, making it the more manifest 
gain to her to depart, must make you less de- 
sirous to keep her from the perfect rest and glad- 
ness. I shall think much of her and you, and 
pray often for my dear little worker. 

" Would dear Nony like to send any message or 
text to the other little collectors ? It might do good 
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if she would, and be a very real bit of work for 
Jesus. 

" Surely her £5, which I find places her at the 
head of the list for this year, will be blest to bear 
some special fruit for God. — Yours, with most 
affectionate sympathy and fond love to little Nony, 

" F. E. Havergal." 

The day this note arrived Nony was so 
weak and suffering that during the morning 
she hardly spoke. In the afternoon she 
turned to me, saying, " I think I heard you 
say there was a letter from dear Miss Haver- 
gal this morning ? I wish you would read it 
to me." 

I felt at the moment unable to trust my- 
self to read the note calmly aloud, conveying 
as it did the first intimation to our dear 
child that we would shortly be parted. I 
therefore gave her the note, saying, " Perhaps, 
• darling, you could manage to read it your- 
self." She read it twice over, and then 
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closed her eyes, and from the movement of 
her lips I could tell she was engaged in 
prayer. For some time she remained silent 
and then said, " Mama, I was just thinking 
that when God sends for me, then you and 
papa will have half your children in heaven ; 
dear little sister and I will be with Jesus, 
and Janie and Percy still left with you." 

Then turning to a large print hanging 
near (representing angels carrying an infant 
to heaven), she said with a bright smil-^ 
" You cannot think how I have loved to loc** 
at that picture. I liked to think of 
time when God would send His angels 
carry me home, and now I suppose that ti 
has nearly come. ,, 

Several weeks passed, during which tfc^ 
little patient lay in constant fever and u:^^ 
ceasing pain. Oh, dear little ones, how I wi^^- 
I could make you understand if only half 
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what little Nony had to bear, in order to 
show you what a faithful, never-failing Friend 
she had in Jesus. Well may His name be 
called " Wonderful I" Over and over again 
she used to say, "Whatever could I have 
done now without Jesus? It would have 
been quite impossible to have borne this if 
I had not had Jesus to help me." 

No doubt, dear children, you have all had 
some illness,— and know from experience 
how refreshing it is to have the bed made 
or to be taken on to your mother's or kind 
nurse's lap. What a comfort such a change 
often is to a sick child. But no ease of 
that kind could we afford poor little Nony. 
Month after month she lay in one position, 
unable to move, and any attempt to raise 
her only caused her to scream with agony. 
Once, stretching out her little wasted arms 
towards me, she said in a beseeching voice, 
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" O my own Mama, what would I not give 
to be able to lie in your arms once more ! n 
AU I oould do was to pass my arm under 
her head* saving ~ lias cannot be, but re- 
ittember :£as ^oenreatii you are the Ever- 
*fc&i?£ arttKv" ^Ws^sce said, "and that 
; ^ Nttscr $;:H * >^5j ix lie armjs •:■£ Jesus/" 

N. v it\ !uc alw*y* ih 3lk& sympathy for 
$itf $sdR^^^ jijtii^:^ :>c lie W^cki^sse Infir- 
*kc\. aa^i, i**t3£ io«: •in a ja&r ia our 

>vx\s^ Sfcs:^ jx $??ic<r *c isr 2 i wx -erzreme 

*v ^avv x v^ a£v£ ac^ ^cjxc x^tttiis » seal 

>-{^ .^tv :*»§> -wisr i^r wo* 
4ivv x* >xi& % Hiv £gsa^ » isw tie 
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always do me good, and remind me that 
God is love." She tried to assist in making 
the violets into bunches, but the effort was 
too much for her strength, and turning faint 
she had to give it up, though she afterwards 
assisted in choosing the little illuminated 
texts to go with each bunch. On the 
Friday and Saturday she seemed decidedly 
worse, and on Sunday peritonitis set in. 
From the nature of her injuries the doctors 
had feared from the first that this painful 
and distressing complaint would ensue. 

Her continued loving sympathy for others 
was most touching. Notwithstanding the 
extreme pain and constant sickness from 
which she was suffering, she thought much 
of other invalids. On Easter morning she 
said, " I wonder if those poor people at the 
Workhouse have had their texts and hymns 
put up yet? I have prayed so that they 
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may be a blessing and comfort to them, and 
help to give them a happy Easter Sunday. 
Poor Johnny also was not forgotten. She 
sent him some oranges and Easter cakes, 
accompanied by a kind message of sym- 
pathy. 

On Monday morning I took the opportu- 
nity, during a short interval of comparative 
ease, to tell her that her earthly race was 
nearly run. I said, " Darling, you remember 
your favourite part of the ' Pilgrim's Pro- 
gress,' at the end where the post came for 
one pilgrim after another to go over the 
river to see the King ? And now I wanted 
to tell you that papa and mama have had 
notice that the King wants their little Nony 
to come to His palace, and we expect His 
messenger very soon to fetch her. And 
now, darling, tell me, what answer do you 
give to the King ? " With a look of joyful 
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surprise she immediately answered, " Why, 
that I am very pleased to come. Oh how- 
nice it will be to see dear, good, kind 
Jesus ! " I should like to mention that all 
Nony's little sayings are given in her own 
exact words, taken down at the time, of 
course, quite unknown to her. 

It would be impossible to describe the 
heavenly light that shone in her eyes, as she 
said to me on Tuesday morning— 

" Mama ! I am so very, very happy — I 
don't seem able to tell how happy I am. 
Jesus is so, so near, I never felt anything like 
this before." Then putting her little hand 
on the pillow beside her head, she added, " I 
can feel Jesus just close here, holding me all 
the while. Oh, it is so beautiful! " 

After a short pause she said, "I always 
knew Jesus was near me; I wonder why I 
never felt it as I do now — but I am so very, 
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tvry ik, I think that is why Jesus con 
so uoar. He knows I want Him all the nu 
beouso I am so weak." 

On Wednesday morning she said, "II 
better wish dear Janie and Percy good-1 
to-day. and I am going to give them es 
one of my Bibles. As Percy is so fond 
p-v^nu-hy, I will give him the one with 
the *uap>? in it ; and I have been tiring 
:h;::k which of all my things dear pa 
woukl like best.* She nrsc sent for I 
brother, aud said. ** Before I gv\ I wanted 
giY«yottwydearli;tle'ilui&is-"* I hope; 
wiii takv the ^reat^sc care of aim. and. n*' 
nm be tuxkind so him. I will Iec 
| two pretty eaaarws as weIL T Ti 
fca^..: •_; him her Bibie, she eoncittasd; — *X< 
c<.or t\-(v\\ I ^ive yon this Bibie as my £& 
1 i-vsenc— I waas vou 5-0 jromifie n*s 
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read it every day, and never, never read it 
without first asking the Holy Spirit to teach 
you." Most solemnly and earnestly did she 
impress upon him that even the reading of 
God's Word was useless without the teaching 
of the Holy Spirit. She then folded her 
hands, saying, — "Now, kneel down and let 
us have a last prayer." As he kissed her 
she said, " Good-bye, dear Percy — read your 
Bible, aild I hope you will be a very good 
boy, and a great comfort to papa and mama." 

She wished her nurses and the other ser- 
vants good-bye, giving to each some little 
keepsake, and impressing on all the necessity 
of coming to the Saviour, and a hope that 
she should meet them all in heaven. 

The effort of talking to so many greatly 
exhausted her. As I bathed her forehead she 
said, " It has made me so much worse trying 
to talk so much, but I did it for Jesus, and 
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He knows, and I don't mind if it has made 
me worse doing it for Him. Do you know," 
she added, " I did feel so afraid of speaking to 

, and did not know what I should say, 

but I just asked Jesus to help me and left it 
to Him, and I think He did teach me just 
the right thing to say to her." 

She asked me to send a box oi forget-me- 
nots to little Harry M , with her love, 

and she hoped he knew what a precious 
Friend he had in Jesus. 

She sent loving messages to many relations 
and friends, including Miss F. R. Havergal, 
and said, " How nice it would have been to 
have heard her sing again, ' When thou 
passest through the waters I will be with 
thee/" 

Nony also asked what money she had, and 
being told 9s., she said, " Then please give 
2s. 6d. to poor Johnny." The remainder 
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she wished to be distributed among several 
poor widows whom she mentioned. 

t€ Now, my own Mama," she said, " I want 
you to promise to go on praying every day 
for the people I have always prayed for. 
Ask that they may be taught to love God, 
and when you know they love Him, then 
pray that they may love Him more and 



more." 



Nony was warmly attached to her kind 
doctor, who, as he lived close by, was able to 
come several times daily. On Wednesday 
evening she asked to be left alone with him, 
as she wished to give him her Testament. 
This book was her greatest treasure, she 
always kept it under her pillow, and had it 
in constant use during her illness. 

In the evening as I returned from speak- 
ing to the doctor in another room she said, 
" How much longer does the doctor think I 

G 
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shall be here ? " " He does not quite know," 
I replied, " but he thinks you will be with us 
until the morning. But why do you wish to 
know? " " Oh, it is not the slightest matter," 
she answered, "I am quite ready, waiting, 
whenever God sends for me ; only, I thought 
I might as well know if that would be to- 
night." 

Contrary to all expectation, she lingered for 
another fortnight. At times her breathing 
was so oppressed and difficult that we were 
obliged to throw open both window and door 
even during the night, she longed so for 
fresh air. 

On the Sunday after Easter she said, " I 
quite hoped to have spent this Sunday in 
heaven with Jesus, but I suppose I am 
certain to be there next Sunday." 

Her devotion to me had ever been so 
remarkable, we feared she might be upset at 



Going to tlie Belter Land. 99 

the thought of leaving me ; but no, the one 
blessed, all-absorbing thought in her mind 
was, that she was going to her Saviour, and 
there seemed no room in her heart for any- 
thing of trouble ; not a doubt or fear crossed 
her mind, nor was any cloud of sorrow per- 
mitted to darken her bright sunset. That 
last fortnight she seemed almost inside the 
heavenly gates, basking in the perpetual sun- 
shine of her Saviour's presence. Over and 
over again she said, " Jesus is so very, very 
near me, and I am so, so happy I " 

On Thursday she said, " How very kind 
God is to send for me before He took Mama. 
He knows little Nony could not have borne 
to have lived on earth without her ; but, of 
course, I don't mind going to heaven without 
her, because I shall be with Jesus." When I 
expressed a wish that she would write some 
comforting thought for me in my Daily Text 
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Book, on giving her the pencil she wrote 
the words, " I will never leave thee, nor 
forsake thee ; " and then said, " I feel sure 
God will comfort you very much when I am 
gone, because I have asked Him to do so 
often, and He has promised to do what we 
ask Him. And won't it comfort you to know 
that your little Nony is .with Jesus and out of 
all her pain ? " 

On the first page of a pocket book, given 
her on New Tear's Day, we found she had 
written these texts : — 



"What I do thou knowest not now, but thou 
shalt know hereafter.'* 

** As one whom his mother comforteth, so will I 
comfort you.* 

And underneath was this verse — 

**My God, my Father, whilst I stray 
Far from my home on life's rough way, 
Oh teach me from hit heart to sav, 
Thy will be done.** 
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One night that I had slept on a sofa in 
her room, when I awoke she said to me, " I 
did feel so lonely at first, not having hold of 
your hand as usual, but when I turned my 
head and saw that text (Tsa. xli. 13), it com- 
forted me, for I felt Jesus was holding my 
hand." 

On Thursday she said, " I should like you 
to read to me once more about heaven ; read 
the twenty-second of Kevelation." As I was 
finding the place she added, " I should like 
you to begin at that verse in the twenty- 
first chapter, " The twelve gates were 
twelve pearls." In the night, as she sobbed 
from pain and weakness, she seemed much 
distressed, lest we should mistake the cause 
of her crying. " Be sure," she said, " you 
never think I cry because I am afraid. I do 
cry, sometimes, when I remember what a 
naughty child I have been, but I am not a 
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bit afraid to go. You know Jesus said, 
' Suffer little children to come unto Me/ and 
I am quite sure He'll receive little Nony." 

On becoming too weak to speak, she whis- 
pered, " Little Nony is too weak and ill 
now to do anything but just trust Jesus; 
and that I am doing all the time ; trusting 
Jesus, that is all." 

She suffered much from thirst, yet any 
attempt to drink only brought on the dis- 
tressing sickness. " It does seem hard," she 
said one night, "to be so thirsty and not 
able to drink, but I have just remembered 
the text, ' Neither shall they thirst any 
more/ Oh, how nice that will be ! " 

For the last three weeks of her life 
morphia, which hitherto had afforded her 
some ease and sleep, could no longer be 
administered, and nothing was found in any 
way to relieve tlie ^ain. In addition to the 
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abscess in the thigh, she had two large 
wounds in the back. Owing to the disease 
in the hip, it was impossible to move her, or 
even to lift her sufficiently to wash or dress 
them, and lying on them constantly caused 
fearful suffering. 

On the Tuesday night previous to her 
removal, the pain became so intolerable she 
exclaimed, " Oh, how much longer must I 
bear this ? Do ask God to take me quickly, 
or I fear my patience must fail." " Dear 
one," I said, " where does your patience 
come from ? " " Jesus gives me patience," 
she replied. " Then have you forgotten 
what your favourite hymn says of Jesus ? — 

' My never-failing treasury, filled 
With boundless stores of grace ; ' 

so you see if your patience comes from Jesus, 
it can never fail, for there are ever fresh 
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supplies in His boundless store to meet all 
your need." " Oh yes," she said, " Jesus can- 
not/ail. I am afraid it was very, very wicked 
of me to say what I did ; it was like doubt- 
ing my Saviour, but He knows I trust Him ; 
but it is so fearful lying on my poor sore 
back ; do keep on asking Jesus to give me 
more patience." 

All through the weary hours of that sleep- 
less night, as ever and anon the poor little 
frame quivered with agony, the thin hands 
were clasped in prayer, and from those 
parched lips arose the faint but earnest cry, 
— " Please, dear Jesus, more patience, still 
more patience." 

The sweet prayer of a Christian friend, 
"Lord, help us to sing all the way home, 
even though we have to sing in the dark," 
was abundantly answered in little Nony's 
case. Once she remarked, "I am too weak 
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now to sing any more with my voice, but I 
can still sing on in my heart." During the 
last fortnight singing seemed to have a 
most soothing effect. She often whispered, 
" Sing ' Oh for the robes of whiteness/ " 
That hymn, and the two others she liked 
best to hear, " How sweet the name of Jesus 
sounds," and " Jesus, refuge of my soul," were 
sung to her constantly day and night. On 
the night of the 30th of April, which was 
her last night on earth, shortly after mid- 
night, she said, " Do draw up the blind, and 
see if there is any sign of daylight. Oh, how 
I long for the morning, the night seems so 
long ; but never mind, I am nearly in heaven, 
and ' there shall be no night there/ " About 
four o'clock we thought she was going, but 
after opening the window and bathing her 
with Eau de Cologne, she revived. It \yas 
indeed a glorious May-day morning, and as 
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\ »tood watching the sun as he rose with 
unusual splendour* it seemed to foreshadow 
tho far Wight or glory of the Happy Land, 
—which our darling had nearly reached, 
"which tho glory of God doth lighten and 
the l*iuli i$ tho light thereof!" Turning 
to hci\ I said* " IXutxiua. I &vl sure that 
\ou atv wrv ucarlv in jckcc % and that 
\vu haw tv^uu au ^wKa^iug day which 
aXCi *c\v* bow a u%a^" Sfee whis- 
^v*wt " I vvv v Vtv sw — I ctf hop* you are 

VW X^ Vkk$ ^ ^iti£ May^y passed 
siv* s> s>a* aavt a^ s ^ac >s*»^ aa^ ^ dreary 
<&&* %a^ %v*tt >nlc *tci ^oiii attJL waais of 
%bk> aiuv ^ass^xt iaa*^ w^w Sn: the 
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His little suffering lamb, and tenderly fold- 
ing her in His own loving arms, our little 
Nony fell asleep. 

" Oh change ! oh wondrous change ! 
Burst are the prison bars ; — 
One moment there so low, 
So agonised, and now 
Beyond the stars ! 

" Oh change ! — stupendous change 1 
There lies the soulless clod ; 
The sun eternal breaks — 
The new immortal wakes — 
Wakes up with God ! " 



i 
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" Jesus bids us shine 

With a pure, clear light, 
Like a little candle 

Burning in the night. 
In the world is darkness, 

So we must shine : 
You in your small corner, 

And I in mine. 

" Jesus bids us shine, 

First of all for Him. 
Well He sees and knows it 

If our light is dim. 
He looks down from heaven 

To see us shine : 
You in your small corner, 

And I in mine. 

" Jesus bids us shine 

Then for all around, 
For many kinds of darkness 

In the world are found. 
There's sin, there's want, and sorrow, 

So we must shine : 
You in your small corner 

And I in mine." 



( III ) 



CONCLUSION. 

"Helping together by prayer " — 2 Cor. i. n. 

" God bless thee, ancient Erin, 

Fair land of meadows green, 
God bless thee, ancient Erin, 

Thy Shamrock, Harp, and Queen ! 
Oh ! may the living waters 

Flow free from shore to shore, 
Till all thy sons and daughters 

Our Saviour's name adore. 
God bless thee, ancient Erin, 

Throne of the western sea ; 
Light on all lands is bursting — 

Has God no Sun for thee ? " 

The foregoing pages were written at 
the urgent request of many friends, who, 
after receiving her "In Memoriam" card, 
expressed an earnest desire to hear more 
about "Little Nony." They have been 
written amid many difficulties, during a 
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season of much bodily pain and weakness. 
Now that the book is finished I would desire 
humbly to place it at my Master's feet, 
beseeching Him to accept and bless it for 
His own name sake. So shall Nony's death, 
as well as her life, be for the glory of the 
Saviour she so dearly loved. 

In sending forth my little book it is 
my comfort to remember God's words, " Not 
by might, nor by power, but by My Spirit, 
saith the Lord of Hosts " (Zech. iv. 6). In 
His hand even this feeble instrument may 
be made mighty to work His will. Much 
prayer has m been offered that this simple 
story of His wondrous love and faithfulness 
to a little suffering child may help some of 
His dear children to " Trusty and not be 
afraid," not to be faithless, but believing. 
And should any read these pages who are 
still strangers to God and the saving love of 
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Christ, may His Spirit lead them to taste 
and see for themselves that the Lord is 
good; 

I so well remember Nony calling me to 
her side one day, and after telling me of 
something that she had much at heart, she 
said, "You remember Jesus promised, 'If 
two of you shall agree on earth as touching 
anything that they shall ask, it shall be done 
for them of my Father which is in heaven ' 
(St. Matt, xviii. 19), so now, Mama, I want 
you to agree with me to ask God about 
this, for then you see we must get it, because 
He has promised." 

Now, dear little readers, I want you all to 
agree with me to pray for a blessing on the 
Irish Society, and every member of it. Let 
us ask for showers of blessing, and then 
expect and look for an abundant answer. 

Will each little Bruey collector daily pray 

H 
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this short prayer ? " God, fill me with Thy 
Holy Spirit — and may the continual dew 
of Thy blessing rest on the Irish Society and 
on all its members. For Jesus Christ's sake, 
Amen." 

Before ending, I would just remind you of 
the last text our dear friend, Frances Ridley 
Havergal, gave us in her last circular letter, 
"Let us not be weary in well-doing." 

Dear children, never, never let anything 
tempt you to give up working for Jesus. 
If ever you do feel getting a little weary of 
your work, go at once and tell Him all about 
it, and all you feel. Then you will learn 
from happy experience that He will help 
and encourage you to go on patiently con- 
tinuing in well-doing. 

When our King comes, and all His loved 
ones are gathered together before His throne, 
may each one of you be there ! a whole, 
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unbroken Bruey Branch, rejoicing for ever 
before the Lord — every little twig, every 
tiny leaf, helping to swell the glorious 
anthem of praise, and joining in an ever- 
lasting song of thanksgiving to Him ' c Who 
redeemed you with His precious blood, and 
numbered you among His saints in glory 
everlasting." 

1 
" Now glory, honour, praise, and power, 

Be unto the Lamb for ever ! 

Jesus Christ is our Eedeemer ! 

Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah! 

Praise ye the Lord ! " 



HYMNS. 



-M- 



The following are some of little Nony's 
most favourite hymns. This first was sung 
at her grave : — 

I. 

Oh, for the robes of whiteness ! 

Oh ! for the tearless eyes ! 
Oh, for the glorious brightness 

Of the unclouded skies. 

Oh, for the no more weeping 

Within the land of love, 
The endless joy of keeping 

The bridal feast above. 

Oh, for the bliss of flying 

My risen Lord to meet ! 
Oh, for the rest of lying 

For ever at His feet. 



Hymns. 117 

Oh, for the hour of seeing 

My Saviour face to face ! 
The hope of ever being 

In that sweet meeting-place. 

Jesus, thou King of Glory ! 

I soon shall dwell with Thee : 
I soon shall sing the story 

Of Thy great love to me. 

Meanwhile my thoughts shall enter 

E'en now before Thy throne : 
That all my love may centre 

On Thee, and Thee alone. 



II. 



For ever to behold Him shine, 
For evermore to call Him mine, 
And see Him still before me : 
For ever on his face to gaze, 
And meet His full-assembled rays, 
While all the Father He displays 
To all the saints in glory. 

Not all things else are half so dear 
As His delightful presence here ; 
What must it be in heaven ? 
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'Tis heaven on earth to hear Him say, 
As now I journey day by day, 
" Poor sinner, cast thy fears away, 
Thy sins are all forgiven.' 



ii 



But how will His celestial voice 
Make my enraptured heart rejoice 

When I in glory hear him ! 
While I before the heavenly gate 
For everlasting entrance wait* 
And Jesus on His throne of state 

Invites me to come near Him. 

" Come in, thou blessed, sit by Me, 
With My own life I ransomed thee, 

Come, taste my perfect favour ; 
Come in, Thou happy spirit, come, 
Thou now shalt dwell with Me at home ; 
Ye blissful mansions make her room, 

For she must stay for ever." 

When Jesus thus invites me in, 
How will the heavenly host begin 

To own their new relation ; 
Come in, come in, the blissful sound, 
From every side will echo round, 
While all the heaven-built walls resound 

With joy for my salvation. 
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III. 

jesus ! Jesus ! how vast Thy love to me ! 
I'll bathe in its full ocean to all eternity ; 
And wending on to glory, this all my song shall be, 
" I was a guilty sinner, but Jesus died for me." 

Calvary \ Calvary ! the thorn-crown and the 

spear ; 
'Tis here Thy love, my Jesus, in flowing wounds 

appear ; 
Oh! depths of grace and mercy, to those dear 

wounds I flee, 
" I was a guilty sinner, but Jesus died for me." 

Adore Him, adore Him, the glorious work is done, 
The Father will not punish you, it's laid upon His 

Son; 
" Tis finished," cried His suffering soul, and I my 

title see — 
" I was a guilty sinner, but Jesus died for me." 

I'm coming, I'm coming, dear Jesus, to Thy throne, 
A few more fleeting hours, and I shall be at home ; 
And when I reach the pearly gates then I'll put in 

this plea, 
" Admit a ransomed sinner, for Jesus died for me." 
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In glory, in gloiy, for ever with the Lord, 

I'll tune my harp, and with the saints I'll sing 

with loud accord ; 
And as I strike the golden strings, this all my song 

shall be — 
u I was a guilty sinner, but Jesus died for me. 



IV. 

There is a City bright, 
Closed are its gates to sin, 

Nought that defileth, 

Nought that defileth, 
Can ever enter in. 



Saviour, I come to Thee, 

Lamb of God, I pray, 
Cleanse me and save me, 
Cleanse me and save me, 
Wash all my sins away. 

Lord, make me from this hour 
Thy loving child to be, 

Kept by Thy power, 

Kept by Thy power, 
From all that grieveth Thee. 
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Till in the snowy dress 

Of Thy redeemed I stand, 
Faultless and stainless, 
Faultless and stainless, 

Safe in that happy land ! 

Mrs. Deck. 



V. 

JESUS DIED FOB ME. 

I love to sing of that great power 
That made the earth and sea ; 

But better still I love the«ong 
Of " Jesus died for me." 

I love to sing of shrub and flower, 
Of field, and plant, and tree : 

Thy sweetest note for ever is, 
That " Jesus died for me." 

T love to hear the little birds 
Attune their notes with glee ; 

But larks and linnets never heard 
That " Jesus died for me." 

I love to think of angels' songs, 
From sin and sorrow free ; 

But angels cannot strike their notes 
To " Jesus died for me." 
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I love to know the time shall come 
When man shall happy be : 

But I am happy now, because 
My " Jesus died for me." 

And when I reach that happy place, 
From all temptation free, 

111 swell the everlasting choir 
With " Jesus died for me." 



VI. 

My Father, when I'm weak and ill, 
And cannot think or pray at will, 
Oh ! let me feel Thy presence still, 
Blessing Thy feeble child. 

And when I'm very weak and faint, 
And feel so given to complaint, 
Administer Thy loved restraint, 
Comfort Thy weary child. 

Should pain distract me night and day 
Without the prospect of allay, 
My Father, be the strength and stay 
Of thy poor suffering child. 

And when my soul strives to be free, 
And from its tabernacle flee, 
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Then to the place prepared for me 
Conduct Thy willing child. 

Now praise to Thee who all my way 
Hast known my griefs, and heard me pray ; 
In heaven I'll sing Thy praise alway, 
Thy loving, happy child 



VII. 

'Tis Jesus sends us sickness, 
So when in pain, or ill, 

I'll try to bear it meekly, 
Because it is His wilL 

111 think of Him who suffered 
Upon the Cross for me ; 

Can I not bear a little, 

My blessed Lord, for Thee ? 

It is Thy love which makes me 
To leave my merry play ; 

To lie here still and quiet, 
And give up my own way. 

Lord Jesus, give me patience, 
Lord Jesus, give me love, 

Lord Jesus, give hereafter 
A life with Thee above ! 
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VIII. 

SUNLIGHT IN THE HEABT. 

There is sunlight on the hill-top, 

There is sunlight on the sea ; 
And the golden beams are sleeping 

On the soft and verdant lea. 
But a richer light is filling 

All the chambers of my heart, 
For Thou art there, my Saviour, 

And 'tis sunlight where Thou art 

Thou hast whisper'd Thy forgiveness 

In the secret of my soul : 
" Be of good comfort, daughter, 

For I have made thee whole." 
The fowler's snare is broken, 

And loosed my captive wing : 
And shall the bird be silent 

Which Thou hast taught to sing ? 

In the dust I leave my sackcloth 

As a thing of other days ; 
For " Thou girdest me with gladness, 

And Thou robest me with praise. 
And to that home of glory, 

Thy blood hath bought for me, 
In heart and mind ascending 

My spirit follows Thee. 
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Choose Thou for me my portion, 

The bitter and the sweet ; 
The cup Thy hand doth mix me 

I will drink it at Thy feet ; 
While I'm waiting for that moment, 

The brightest and the best, 
When Thou will stoop to lift me 

From Thy footstool to Thy breast. 



Oh ! ye who sit in darkness, 

Ever mourning for your sin, 
Open the windows of your soul, 

Let the warm sunshine in ; 
Every ray was purchased for you 

By the matchless love of One 
Who has suffered in the darkness 

That you might see the sun ! 



Lord Jesus ! Thou hast bought me, 

And my life, my all, is Thine ; 
Let the lamp Thy love hath lighted 

To Thy praise and glory shine. 
A beacon 'mid the darkness, 

Pointing upward where Thou art ; 
The smile of whose forgiveness 

Is the sunlight of my heart ! 
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IX. 

COMMUNION* 

A little talk with Jesus, 

How it smooths the rugged road ; 
How it seems to help me onward 

When I faint beneath my load. 
When my heart is crushed with sorrow, 

And my eyes with tears are dim, 
There's nought can yield me comfort 

Like a little talk with Him. 

I tell Him I am weary, 

And I fain would be at rest, 
That I'm daily hourly longing 

For a home upon His breast ; 
And He answers me so sweetly, 

In tones of tenderest love, 
I am coming soon to take thee 

To my happy home above. 

Ah ! this is what I'm wanting, 

His blessed face to see ; 
And I'm not afraid to say it, 

I know He's wanting me : 
He gave His life a ransom 

To make me all His own, . 



* This hymn and the preceding one, " Sunlight in the Heart," 
were the two Nony wrote for of her own accord for distribution. 
(See page 67). 
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And He can't forget His promise 
To me, His purchased one. * 

I cannot live without Him, 

Nor would I if I could ; 
He is my daily portion, 

My med'cine and my food : 
He's altogether lovely, 

None can with Him compare, 
The chief among ten thousand, 

The fairest of the fair. 

I often feel impatient, 

And mourn His long delay ; 
I never can be settled 

While He remains away ; 
But we shall not long be parted, 

For I know He'll quickly come, 
And we shall dwell together 

In that happy, happy home. 

So I'll wait a little longer 

Till His appointed time, 
And glory in the knowledge 

That such a hope is mine ; 
Then in my Father's dwelling, 

Where " many mansions be," 
I'll sweetly talk with Jesus, 

And He shall talk with me. 
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X. 

MY HOME IS NOT HERE. 

When I gaze on the light of yon beautiful sky, 
And the curtains of azure enfolded on high, 
Their glory and splendour recall to my thought 
That blessed inheritance Jesus has bought. 
I can fancy the portals of heaven appear, 
And I love to remember, my Home is not here. 

When I see all around me the flowers so bright 
Which God has implanted to ravish my sight, 
I hail them as pledges of heavenly love, 
And I think of the brighter ones blooming above ; 
Their fragrance reminds me of hopes that are dear, 
And I love to remember my Home is not here. 

When I list to the song of the lark as she flies, 
Still warbling her notes as she mounts to the skies, 
I think of the time when my heavenward flight 
Will like hers be directed to regions of light — 
I shall sing as I leave every trouble and fear, 
My Home is in heaven, my Home is not here. 

land of enjoyment ! home of my heart! 
What blessed delights can thine image impart ; 
In the midst of affliction, and suffering, and grief, 
One thought of Thy glory brings instant relief ; 
And quickly the darkening clouds disappear, 
As the feeling steals o'er me, my Home is not here. 

Lady Barrow. 
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XI. 

MY FATHER'S AT THE HELM. 

The curling waves, with awful roar, 

A little barque assailed ; 
And pallid fear's distracting power 

O'er all on board prevailed 
Save one ; the Captain's darling child, 

Who steadfast viewed the storm ; 
And cheerful, with composure smiled, 

At danger's threatening form. 

" Why sporting thus," a seaman cried, 

" While terrors overwhelm ? " 
" Why should I fear," the boy replied, 

" My Father's at the helm." 
Thus when our earthly all is reft, 

Our earthly treasure gone, 
We still have one sure anchor left, 

God helps, and He alone. 

r 

He to our prayers will lend an ear, 
He grants our pangs relief ; 

He turns to smiles each rising tear, 
To joy each torturing grief. 

Then turn to Him 'mid terrors wild, 
When wants and woes o'erwhelm : 

Remembering, like the fearless child, 

" My Father's at the Mm." 

1 



130 God is Love. 



XII. 

Whitheb, pilgrims, are you going, 
Going each with staff in hand ? 

We are going on a journey, 
Going at our King's command, 

Over hills, and plains, and valleys, 

We are going to His palace, 
Going to the better land. 

Tell us, pilgrims, what you hope for 
In that far-off better land ? 

Spotless robes and crowns of glory, 
From the Saviour's loving hand ; 

We shall drink of life's pure river, 

We shall dwell with God for ever, 
In that bright and better land. 

Fear ye not the way so lonely, 

Ye a feeble little band ? 
No, for friends unseen are near us, 

Angels bright around us stand, 
Christ, our leader, walks beside us, 
He will guard, and He will guide us, 

Going to the better land. 

Pilgrims, may we travel with you, 
To that bright and better land ? 

Come and welcome, come and welcome, 
Welcome to our pilgrim band, 
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Come, oh come, and do not leave us, 
Christ is waiting to receive us, 
In that bright and better land. 

XIII. 

THE SABBATH EVENING HYMN. 

A little, meek-faced, gentle, timid child, 
Sat singing in her cottage door at eve, 
A lowly, sweet, Sabbath hymn ; 
No human ear caught the faint melody, 
No human eye beheld the uplifted aspect, 
Or the smile that played upon her cheek, 
As ever and anon she breathed the oft-repeated 
burden of her hymn, 
That Sabbath hymn, , 

Worthy the Lamb ! Worthy the Lamb ! 

The Seraph that near the throne in high glory 

stood, 
With eager hand struck his golden harp-strings, 
Till a flood of heavenly melody welled forth 

unceasing ; 
Then with almighty voice he cried, 
Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty ! 

The courts of heaven rang with the sound ! 
The hierarchy of angels and wrapt archangels 
Throbbed and burned with deep-felt adoration I 
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Higher, and higher, the chorus rose, 
In all its rich magnificence of sound, 
Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty ! 

But even then while the majestic sound was at its 

height, 
There came a voice which seemed to float, 
To float from some world afar, 

But oh ! how sweet, 
And mingled with the Seraph's gushing strain, 
As the fountain's music, with the roar of the 

reverberate thunder. 

Loving smiles lit up each Seraph's face 
At that new utterance ! smiles of joy, 
Which yet became more joyous ; 
As ever and anon they caught 
The oft-repeated burden of that hymn, 

The Sabbath hymn, 
Worthy the Lamb ! Worthy the Lamb ! 



THE END. 
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